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sunflower painting!” Thus, ruminating on art ,
culture, did Jake pass the time. T
Quite soon a sudden clap of thunder announced itse
‘Christ,’ said Jake, ‘that thunder sounds like the cann%'
of the 1812 Symphony!’. personal relationships in our family have gone
He bitterly drew his anorak hood over his heaq, to pot. This is what living with the shadow of the
raindrops - like giant’s tears fell on to the concr & oes to you.
wasteland. ‘What am I doing here?’ questioned Jake, © '
himself. ‘Why did I come?” he anguished. ‘Where ami
going” he agonized. Just then a sudden rainb, ¥
appeared. i C
‘Christ,” said Jake, ‘that rainbow looks like. ...

a sent Stick Insect a card signed ‘Brett’.

er sent Grandma Mole a card signed ‘George’.
sent my Grandma Sugden a card signed ‘Pauline’.
send the woman who gave birth to me a card this

March 14th
WEALTH DAY

t has been arrested for vandalizing hyacinths in the
| square yesterday morning at 7 a.m.

pleading extenuating circumstances; they were to be a
mother.

I had to stop there; I don’t know where Jake came from,
where he’s going either.

Friday March 11th fuesday March 15th
Pandora Braithwaite is going out with Brain Box Henderson|
hope they’ll both be very happy. Nigel says they spend all the:
time together talking about higher mathematics.

Did a bit of shouting outside the Youth Club doors tonigh

Rick Lemon pretended not to hear us, but I noticed that th
vein in his temple was throbbing. Why don’t my parents noti
that I am turning into a yob?

ns for lrving Reasons for not living

hings might get better You die anyway

Life is nothing but anguish

There is too much cruelty
in the world

‘O’ levels in June

My parents hate me

I’ve lost Pandora

Nobody leaves Barry
Kent’s gang alive.

Saturday March 12th

Saw Danny Thompson, the white Rasta, outside the Chines
chip shop tonight. He asked me if I'd written any lyrics forth
group yet. I said I’d go home straight away and write some. Wi
was glad of an excuse to leave. | was tired of Barry Kent shovir
his prawn balls down my trousers.

esday March 16th

h Sally Broadway keeps snatching my school scarf
ind my neck and running away with it. forcing me to
This is a sure sign that she is romantically interested
an feel my hormones stirring for the first time in

Sunday March 13th
MOTHERING SUNDAY

Rat fink Lucas sent my mother a mother’s day card sign®
‘Rosie’.
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Thursday March 17th
ST PATRICK’S DAY

Elizabeth grabbed my executive brief case and sprinted acrq
the sports field during the afternoon break.

I caught up with her in the shrubbery where we had a v,
enjoyable tussle which lasted five minutes and climaxed in m
removing her glasses and hair pins.

She looked different unspectacled and with her hair doy,
her back.

I said, ‘But Elizabeth, you’re beautiful.’

God knows what would have happened if the bell hady
rung for the next lesson.

2 a.m. Can’t sleep for the noise of Irish bagpipes leaking out
the O’Learys’ house.

4a.m. Just woken up by the sound of breaking glass.

6 a.m. A police car has just left the O’Learys’ house taking Sey
O’Leary with it. Sean looked quite cheerful, in fact he wy
singing a song about Forty Shades of Green.

Friday March 18th

At last! My parents have noticed that I am out of control, ani

have banned me from going out after school.

Spent the evening re-reading Black Beauty for the fift ki

time.

Saturday March 19th

I have written a letter to Barry Kent, resigning from th

gang.

Dear Baz,

The crumblies have said I've got to stay in for a week. 5t
I’ll have to give hanging about with you and the lads*
miss. Also Baz, they are forcing me to take my stinkin!

exams in June, so I'd better resign from my place in th
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» and leave it open for somebody who needs it. I hope
court case goes well. No hard feelings eh?
Yours Fraternally,

~ Brains

March 2oth
UMMER TIME BEGINS

ined solidly all day.

How can it rain ‘solidly’? What a strange mistress is
language.

March 21st

rents have hardly spoken to me since Friday night. They
sy watching Rosie’s manual dexterity develop.

ne the kid grabs a plastic brick or shoves a rusk in her
gets a round of applause.

March 22nd

led to leave home.

ly will care. In fact my parents probably won’t notice
ne. | have given the Building Society one week’s
my intention to withdraw £50. There is no point in
est unnecessarily.

ay March 23rd

ing preparations to leave. I have already written my

iy be gone for some time.

- Adrian

Mum and Dad,

€ time you read this I will be far away. [ know I am
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breaking the law in running away before my |

birthday, but, quite honestly, a life as a fugitiy, N

preferable to my present miserable existence. 3
From your son,

wrry Kent still can’t read after spending five years in your
1.

est Elizabeth,

A. Mole n sorry that I have to leave just as our love was bursting
‘ bud. But a boy has to do what a boy has to do.
Dear Bert, t ‘Don’t wait for me, Elizabeth. I may be gone for some

I’ve taken your advice and gone off to see the world, Yo
don’t need me now that you've got all those win
volunteers hanging around you. But watch out, Bert, y,,
are only popular because they think you are a charac,
Any day now they will find out that you are bad-temper;
and foul-mouthed. [ will send you a postcard from one
the corners of the world. :

Adios Amigo, :
P.S. Give my love to Sabre, and don’t forget to give hiy
his Bob Martins.

~ Yours with regrets and fondest memories,

~ Aidy Mole

¢ blown town. The pigs will be looking for me. Try and
em off the scent will you?
Brains

gel
' ’luck with being gay. I, too, am different from the
; so I understand what it is like to be always out of

Dear Grandma,

Sorry to worry you but I have gone away for a bit. Pleas
stop feuding with Mum and Dad. “They know not wh.
they do.” Rosie is lovely now, she would really like to se
you.

=

s the ordinary people who will have to learn to accept

~ Any road up as we say in these parts.
" Rock on Tommy!
Your old mate,

Aidy

Lots of love,
Adrian

Dear Mr Scruton,
By the time you read this I will be miles away from you
scabby school. So don’t bother sending the truant offict
round. I intend to educate myself in the great school ¢
life, and will never return.

A. Mole
P.S. Did you know that your nickname is ‘Pop-Ey¢’
So-called because of your horrible manic sticking-0"
eyes. Everybody laughs at you behind your bad
especially Mr Jones the PE teacher. |
P.P.S. I think you should be ashamed of the fact "

March 24th

to go. [ am growing a beard.

- borrowed my dead grandad’s suitcase. Luckily he had
¢ initials as me. His name was Arnold.

1a thinks I am using it for a camping trip with the
b. The truth would kill her.

March 25th

€ started packing my case. A certain amount of
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rationalization has had to take place regarding clean socks ,
underwear.

I will have to lower my standards and only change them ¢
other day. No sign of the beard yet.

!

Ve I

Saturday March 26th

Courtney Elliot has been instructed by my father not to delivg
any letters with a Sheffield postmark. But he brought one ip,
the kitchen this morning saying, “The Royal Mail has to g,
through, Mr Mole. We're like the Pony Express in th,
respect!’

My father ripped the letter into tiny pieces and foot-pedall
them into the bin.

Later on [ retrieved the bits and stuck them together.

Jatole.
...structed ... client ... ucas, civil action unless . . . Ry
... ole...is his daughter. He wishes the aforesaid chilg
to ... Rosie Lucas.

My client ... blood test ... under oath that ..
intercourse took ... Pauline Mole ... to hear from yo

Yours Faithfully,
Coveney, Tinker, Shulman, Solicitors

Sunday March 27th

The crumblies spent three hours forcing Rosie to sit up on her
own. But she kept sliding down the cushions and laughing. Il
she could talk I know what she would say, ‘Stop interfering it
my development, I'll do it when I’'m ready!”

I pointed out that her back muscles are not strong enough
yet, but the crumblies wouldn’t listen. They said things like
‘Rosie is exceptionally forward,” and ‘You were nowhere ne#f
as advanced as she is at five months!’

They will be sorry for these cutting words on Tuesday.

MARCH 177

March 28th

erican bloke called lan MacGregor has been put in
the National Coal Board. It is a disgrace!

has got loads of ruthless, out-of-work executives
be delighted to be given the chance to close their
’s coalmines down. Mr Scargill is quite right to
has my full support on this issue.

my pyjamas and dressing gown.
A day tomorrow. I have made out a list of vital
clothing etc.
Penguin Medical
Dictionary
Junior aspirins
First aid box
trousers Sleeping bag
Camping stove
Matches
6 tins beans
olls Spoon
nge waterproof trousers  Knife
irs underpants Fork
Cruet
Serviettes
ival handbook Transistor radio
1son Crusoe The dog
and Out in Paris and
March 29th
Packed everything on list apart from the
dog.
Took everything out.
Repacked.
Took everything out.
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6.30  Repacked, but no good. Still can’t get
suitcase lid to shut. Decide not to take rolle,
skates.

6.33 Ditto wellingtons.

6.35 Ditto camping stove.

6.37 Suitcase lid shuts.

6.39 Try to pick up suitcase. Can’t.

6.40  Take out tins of beans.

6.44  Repack.

6.45 Get in a rage.

6.48  Take cruet and serviettes out.

6.55  Take Doc Marten’s out of suitcase. Decide
to wear them instead. Spend fifteen
precious minutes in doing the sodding laces
up.

7.10 Examine spots in bathroom.

7.3 Check farewell letters have got stamps on.

714 Pick suitcase up. Not bad. Not good.

745 Repack suitcase with half previous clothes.

7.19 Pick suitcase up. Better.

7.20 Remember sleeping bag. Try to pack it in

suitcase.
7.21 Get in another rage.
7.22 Kick suitcase across bedroom floor.

7.22.30 secs. Crumblies shout from their bedroom. De-
manding to know what all the noise is about.

7.24 Make tea. Crumblies ask why I have got a
tin opener in the breast pocket of my blazer.
I lie and say that I've got Domestic Science
for my first lesson.

731 Feed dog, make baby’s breakfast slops.

7.36 Check Building Society account book.

737 Groom dog. Pack its personal possessions in
suitcase: dog bowl, brush, vaccination
certificate, worm tablets, lead, choke chain,
5 tins Chum, bag of Winalot.

742 Try to pick up suitcase, can’t.
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Decide to leave dog behind. Break the news
to it.

Dog cries. Crumblies shout at it to be quiet.
Decide to take the dog after all.

Pack minimum amount of stuff in Adidas
bag.

Hide Grandad’s suitcase in wardrobe.

Say goodbye to Rosie.

Put dog on lead.

Wait until crumblies are distracted.

Leave house with dog.

Post farewell letters.

Draw £50 out of Building Society, and head
North.

Bed ay  March 3oth

d Gap Service Station. M1 Motormay.

istake was waiting for a lift on the southern bound
> motorway approach road.
d mistake was bringing the dog.

in a pig delivery lorry. This is just my luck!

-very long conversation with the driver, which is a
, because I couldn’t hear a word he was saying
ise of the engine. | am having to keep a low profile.
rat fink Lucas’s stamping ground.

sn’t my beard hurry up and grow?

o the Radio Four nine o’clock news. But no mention
f my mysterious disappearance. [ am writing this at
¢ canal. A man has just come up and asked me if I
the dog. I was tempted but said no.
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m.00p.m. Rang home but the phone wasn’t snatcheq
immediately like it is in the films about runaway childrep,
Another sign of their indifference.

Thursday March 31st

ra.m. The man who asked about the dog has just approachy
me and asked me if [ want to sell myself. | said, ‘No,” and tolgh
him my father was the Chief Constable of Wales. 1

He said, ‘Why are you sleeping rough in Leeds?’

I told another lie, I said, ‘My father has sent me op a
initiative test. If I survive this he’ll put me down for Heng,
Police College.’ ’

Why did I tell him such an elaborate lie? Why? I had to lis,
while he told me his many grievances against the police, |
promised to pass them on to my father and copied his name apg
address into my diary:

Stanley Gibbons,

c/o Room 2,

The Laurels Community Care Hostel,
Paradise Cuttings,

Leeds

He invited me to spend the night on his put-u-up, but!
demurred, saying that my father was checking up on me via:
long-distance telescope. He went then.




! April 1st
FRIDAY. ALL FOOLS’ DAY

fs. (A launderette.)

for launderettes, if they hadn’t been invented I'd
hydrophobia by now. Nowhere else is open.
pound to dry my sleeping bag. But I was so wet and
I didn’t care at the time.

g for the dog to wake up. It was on guard duty last
ting our respective bodies from Stanley Gibbons. |
omorrow. But still no sign of a beard. Good Friday!

April 2nd

Railway Station.
by fish lorry. Pretended to be asleep in order to avoid
versation.

I wonder what my mum and dad have bought me for
ay. I hope they are not too worried. Perhaps [ ought to
and convince them that I am well and happy.

¢ have been ordered out of the railway station café
mpered waitress. It’s the stupid dog’s fault. It kept
d the counter and begging for bits of bacon.
bought it a bacon roll all to itself this morning.

dy has said ‘Happy Birthday’ to me.

not well (I've got a cold) and I'm not happy. In fact
ly unhappy.

m. Bought myself a birthday card. Inside I wrote:

r darling first-born child on his sixteenth birthday.
th all the love it is possible to give,

m your admiring and loving parents.

me home son. Without you the house is devoid of
and laughter.

- There was nothing about me on the six o’clock news.
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7.30p.m. Can’t face another night in the open.

9 p.m. Park bench.

I have asked three policemen the time, but none of th,
have spotted me as a runaway. It’s obvious that my descrip[i(,n
hasn’t been circulated.

9.30 p.m. Just rang the police station, using a disguised Voice, |
said, ‘Adrian Mole, a sixteen-year-old runaway, is in g,
vicinity of the Blood Transfusion Headquarters.
description is as follows: small for his age, slight build, Mouse
hair, disfigured skin. He is wearing a green school blaze,
Orange waterproof trousers. A blue shirt. Balaclava helmg,
Brown Doc Martens. With him is a mongrel dog, of th
following description: medium height, hairy face, squint in |¢f
eye. Wearing a tartan collar and matching lead.’

The desk sergeant said, ‘April Fool’s Day was yesterday,
sonny.’ 1

10.00 p.m. Waited outside the Blood Transfusion place by
there wasn’t a policeman in sight. There is never one around
when you need one.

.39 p.m. 1 have walked past the police station twenty-four
times, but none of the cretins in blue have given me a second
glance.

m.45p.m. 1 have just been turned away from an Indian
Restaurant on the grounds that I wasn’t wearing a tie, and was
accompanied by a scruffy dog.

Sunday April 3rd
EASTER SUNDAY

Still in Manchester. (St Ignatius’s church porch.)

ra.m. It is traditional for the homeless to sleep in church
porches so why don’t vicars make sure that their porches ar¢
more comfortable? It wouldn’t kill them to provide a mattress,
would it?
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n. Got up at six. Had a wash in a bird bath. Read the

on the gravestones. Then went in search of a shop.

d one; bought two Cadbury’s creme eggs. Ate one myself,
he other to the dog. The poor thing was so hungry it ate
ver paper as well. I hope it won’t be ill; I can’t afford to
r veterinary attention. I've only got £15.00 left.

April 4th
s church porch, Manchester.

two days I have had the legal right to buy cigarettes,
ride a moped, and live away from home. Yet,
I don’t want to do any of them now I'm able to.
op. A woman with a kind face is coming through the
s.

m in the vicar’s wife’s bed. She is a true Christian. She
d that I am an existentialist nihilist. She says I'll

‘min
ut of it. The dog is downstairs lying on top of the Aga.

Merryfield, the vicar’s wife, has phoned my parents
them to come and fetch me. I asked Mrs Merryfield
ents’ reactions. She crumpled her kind face up in
en said, ‘Angry relief is the nearest I can get to it,

en’t seen the vicar yet. He is having a lie-in because of

usy yesterday. [ hope he doesn’t mind that a stranger
g his wife’s bed.

. The vicar has just gone. Thank God! What a bore!

onder poor Mrs Merryfield sleeps apart from him. I

she is scared he’ll talk about comparative religions
p. | have just spent a week living rough. The last thing

s a lecture on ‘Monophysitism’.

The Reverend Merryfield brought my dinner in at
gabbled on about ‘Lamaism’, the Tibetan religion,

my dinner got cold, and eventually congealed.
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. t there was nothing in the urban landscape to interest
I got back into bed.
ven't opened my birthday presents yet.

6 p.m. I notice my parents are not breaking their necks tq g

here. I wish they would hurry up. I've had ‘Mithrais,n.l

‘Orphism’ and ‘Pentecostalism’ up to here. 3
I’m all for a man having outside interests, but thig is

ridiculous. ¢ April 8th

‘,v‘ ars bar.

n feel my physical strength returning, but my mental

th is still at rock bottom.

Tuesday April 5th

Bedroom. Home.
Well, there were no banners in the street, or crowds of people
jostling to get a view as I got out of my father’s car. Just m, April gth
mothir’s ha%gard fac[f itint}c‘le }:ounge window, and Grandma; 1 suffered a relapse so Dr Grey called round.
even haggarder one be GE Bk li i :
Mkithtsosaiclk wheuhelsdouing taiatorvays, oI - back listlessly on the pillows and let him feel my pulse
we had hardly said a word to each other, since leaving §;
Ignatius’s vicarage. (And Reverend Merryfield saw to it that we
didn’t talk at the vicarage, what with his rabbiting on aboy
Calvinism and Shakers. Mrs Merryfield tried to stop him: she
said, ‘Please be quiet, darling,” but it just set him off op
Quietism.)
But my mother and Grandma said a great many things,
Eventually I pleaded for mercy and went to bed and pulled the
crispy white sheets over my head.

ttered, ‘Bloody Camille,’ as he left the room.
haps Camille is a drug that he’s thinking of using on me.

. I asked my mother to draw the curtains against the sun.

April 10th
with my head turned to the wall. Rosie was brought

me up, but her childish gibbering merely served to
2 50 she was taken away.

Wednesday April 6th

Dr Grey has just left my bedside. He has diagnosed that I am
suffering from a depressive illness brought on by worry. The
treatment is bedrest, and no quarrelling in the family.

My parents are bowed down by guilt.

I can’t rest for worrying about the letter I wrote to ‘Pop-Ey¢
Scruton.

April 11th

Jaxter was carried up to my bedside, but his coarse
ation, ‘Get out of your pit, you idle bugger!’ failed to stir
m my nihilistic thoughts.

April 12th

just left, after trying to arouse me by playing my
3 te “T'oyah’ tapes at a discreet volume.

Thursday ~ April 7th nalled that [ would prefer both his and Toyah’s absence.

The dog is at the vet’s, having the blisters on its paws treated: !

got up for five minutes and looked out of my bedroom windo®
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Wednesday April 13th 7 ay April 16th

A sign that my parents are now frantic with worry about dma came to my room at 8 a.m. this morning and ordered
Barry Kent was allowed into the house. y  of bed!

His inarticulate ramblings about the gang’s activities failgg , ‘You've been pampered enough. Now pull yourself
to interest or stimulate me, so he was led out of the darkeng, and go and shave that bum-fluff off your face!’
room. protested that I needed more time to find myself.
ndma said, ‘I need to wash those sheets so get out of

Thursday  April 14th

A consultant psychologist has been ordered.
Dr Grey has admitted his failure.

aid, ‘But ’'m angst-ridden.’

wouldn’t be after lying in a bed like a dying swan for a
as her callous reply.

dma is a good honest woman, but her grasp of the
sctual niceties is minimal.

nt the day on the settee sipping Lucozade.

April 17th

Friday April 15th

Dr Donaldson has just left my bedside after listening to my
worries with grave attention. |
When I’d sunk back on to my pillows he said, “We’ll take
them one by one.’ arents are speaking to me in tones of forced gaiety. They
aking pathetic attempts to bring me back into normal life
g my attention to items of interest on the television.
the news!” they brightly exclaimed. I did.
full of stories about murder, bombing, uncovered
disasters of rail, road and air. The only remotely
rem was about a man with no legs who’d walked from
roats to Land’s End. This proof of the cruelty of fate
e magnificence of the human spirit reduced me to
into the Dralon cushions.

April 18th

,'ool holidays started today.
$ just my luck to be too ill to appreciate the break.

April 1g9th

1. Nuclear war s a worry, but do something positive
about your fear — join CND.

2. If you fail your ‘O’ levels you can retake them next | °
year, or never take them — like the Queen.

3. Of course your parents love you. They didn’t sleep
during the time you were away.

4. You are not hideously ugly. You are a pleasant,
average-looking boy. .

5. Your sister’s paternity problems are nothing to do
with you, and there is nothing you can do to help.

6. I've never heard of a sixteen-year-old having their
own poetry programme on Radio Four. You must st
yourself realistic targets.

7. I'will write to Mr Scruton (‘Pop-Eye’) and inform him
that you were under great stress at the time you wrot¢

the letter. odils by A. Mole
8. Pandora comes under the heading of insoluble | ile on my settee I lie
problems. F'rom out of the corner of my eye
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I spot a clump of Yellow Daffodils,

Bowing and shaking as a lorry goes by.

Brave green stalks supporting yellow bonnets.
Like the wife of a man who writes Love Sonnets.

ews, but he was out buying floppy discs, so she left a
age on his word processor. Getting Pandora back from
s a triumph of Art over Technology.

jay April 24th

reading Kingsley, The Life, Letters and Diaries of Kingsley
in, by C. H. Rolf. Strangely, it doesn’t mention that he
s Lucky Jim.

day April 25th

for a walk with Pandora and Rosie.

hat is to say Pandora and I walked, but lucky Rosie was
in her pram.) We called in to see Bert. He was dead
| to see us. He has been deserted by his voluntary
rs, and hadn’t got any Woodbines in the house. He smelt
1 so we stripped him off and put him in the bath. (Bert
ed that Pandora put a flannel over her eyes for this part of
ration.) Then I washed his bit of remaining hair and
m a good scrub down, while Pandora took Rosie and
% d went to Mr Patel’s for Woodbines.

en Pandora came back we lifted Bert out of the bath.

Jora promised to keep her eyes shut) and I dried him and
m into clean pyjamas. He looked lovely with his white hair
ffy and sticking out at the back of his head. If I'd been a
holder I would have invited him to stay there and then.
eeds twenty-four-hour round-the-clock care, by people
ove him.

e problem is that very few people, apart from Mother
a and a few nuns, could put up with Bert for more than a
days.

him if there was any chance of him turning Catholic,
About as much chance as there is of Mrs Thatcher
1g into a woman!’

(the way home we played a good game. We pretended we
married and that Rosie was our baby. Pandora tired of the
 before 1 did but not before several people had been

Wednesday April 20th

Ate four Shredded Wheat today.
I can feel my strength slowly returning.

Thursday April 21st

Pandora came to see me for ten minutes this afternoon.
Brain Box Henderson stood at our gate, fiddling with hjg
calculator. Perhaps he was trying to work out how much he
loves Pandora.
Well it won’t be as much as me, Henderson. I can assure yoy
of that fact! ~
Pandora was wearing Monochromatic rags. She told me it
was the latest fashion. She is coming back tomorrow.

Friday April 22nd

I asked my mother if she would go to town and buy me three
tee-shirts. One black, one white and one grey.

When she came back I set about the tee-shirts with a pair of
scissors. Grandma took this to be a symptom of my escalating
madness. [ tried to explain that it was how we in the teenage
sub-culture are dressing now. But she couldn’t take it in.

When my father saw me wearing rags he went pale and
almost said something. But my mother whispered, ‘Not now,
George, don’t send him off again!’

Pandora came round at 5 p.m. By the end of John Craven’s
News Round we were in each other’s arms. Our rags entangled,
our lips on fire.

Saturday April 23rd

Pandora went round to Brain Box Henderson’s house to break
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he Social, Mr Niggard refused the loan, saying: ‘I am
g you from yourself. You will thank me one day.’

; father said, ‘No I won’t, 'm taking my overdraft
here.’

Tuesday April 26th

The dog had an unfortunate accident on the kitchen floor
morning. Unfortunate for me, that is, because I had to clea, i?
up. Knowing its use for such emergencies, I grabbed thig
week’s copy of The Sunday Times, and made the thrillj,,

discovery that HITLER'S DIARIES HAVE BEEN FOUND! I quoy rday April 30th

‘After being h",jde" in a German hayloft for nearly forty ."Cars: other has decided that sugar is the cause of all the evil in
7?xe Sunday Times todz'ly tells the full story of this histor orld. and has banned it from the house.

discovery!’ I read on avidly. And to think I nearly used such, sn;oked two cigarettes while she informed me of her

revelatory article to wipe up a piece of dog crap!

Wednesday April 27th ‘ May 1st
Is there no trust left in the world? :

The Hitler Diaries are being subjected to meticulous tes
by scientists. Why can’t they take The Sunday Times’ word for it
that the diaries are genuine? Even a sceptic like me knows that
The Sunday Times wouldn’t risk its reputation if there was the  fa
faintest chance that the diaries were a forgery. an emotional outburst from me.

auline.
an into the kitchen and said, ‘Don’t do it, Dad. The
is bound to pick up!’

Thursday  April 28th

Herr Wolf-Rudiger Hess, son of Rudolph Hess (Hitler's | May 2nd
Deputy Maniac) has said that the Hitler Diaries are genuine. | QROLIDAY
So there, Pandora! Incidentally, Rudolph Hess is eighty-nine. Dacre has vouched for the Hitler Diaries’ authenticity.

The same age as Bert Baxter. Pandora owes me £1.50 in a lost bet. Ha! Ha! Ha!

day May 3rd.
TO SCHOOL

'a few changes have taken place since I was last at school.
nes the PE teacher has got the sack, and Mr Lambert has

Friday April 29th

My father took me and Rosie to the bank. To help him geta

bank loan. Mr Niggard, the Bank Manager, looked at my rags

in a pitying way. Then said, ‘Why do you require this loan, Mr

Mole? A car, a house extension or clothes for the children

perhaps?’ ngton-Gore. She is called Ms Fossington-Gore-
My father said, ‘No. I can’t afford to buy anything. I just want €]

to feel some money in my hand again.’ S
But, after hearing that my parents were both out of work and npiling the timetable, so Podgy Pickles the Deputy head
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has taken over his functions. The new regime is a bit m,,
relaxed, though not yet liberal enough to enable me to wear mk_
rags to school. !

We spent the first day back being taught how to revise for th,
dreaded ‘O’ levels.

6 p.m. Started revising English, Biology and Geography.

7p.m. Decided to concentrate on one subject at a time. Chgg,
English.

&8p.m. Finished revising when Bert Baxter phoned apg
requested my help. His toilet is blocked again.

Wednesday May 4th

Got a letter from L. S. Caton — the man who recognizes my
writing talent. The postmark said ‘New York. '

Dear Adrian Mole,
Thank you for sending me the first page of your novel,
Longing for Wolverhampton. 1 am sure that any publishing
house worth its salt would jump at the chance to publish
such a promising piece of work.
For a small consideration (shall we say, $100), [ would
be pleased to promote your book.
Make your cheque out to: L. S. Caton Ltd.
and send it to me, c/o The Dixon Motel,
1,599 Block 19,
NY State
USA

My father refused to give me the money after reading the first
page of Longing for Wolverhampton! He said, ‘I've read som¢
rubbish in my life, but this....’

Thursday May 5th

My father has gone for an interview to be a roustabout on an oil
rig in the North Sea.
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father a roustabout!
is nearly as good as having a cowboy for a father. I hope he
the job. He will be away one fortnight in two.

'_): May 6th

another disenchantment.

he Hitler Diaries are a hoax. I have paid Pandora £1.50.
am dead disappointed, I was looking forward to reading
t what maniacs eat for breakfast, and how they behave in

rday May 7th

at all day revising with Pandora in her mother’s study.
Jur house is intolerable because my father is beside himself
grief at being turned down by the oil rig firm.

told him it was a bit premature to buy the check shirts and
s, before he’d been notified that he’d got the job, but he
dn’t listen.

yw he owes Grandma £38.39.

Sunday Times has printed a grovelling apology to its
lers, and ex-readers.

ill save today’s edition and use it to clean up any future
p. Adrian Mole does not like being made to look a fool.
cially in front of the future Mrs Adrian Mole, née
a Braithwaite.

Thatcher has called a General Election for June gth!
low selfish can you get?

oesn’t she know that the May and early June period is
posed to be kept quiet, while teenagers revise for their
18? How can we study when loudspeakers are blaring out
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lying promises, day and night and canvassers are continygj),
knocking on the door, reminding floating voters that it’s ‘mal\-"‘
your mind up’ time? It’s all right for her to announce she iZ
going to the country, but some of us can’t afford that luxyr,

Tuesday May 10th

I keep getting anxiety attacks every time I think about th,
exams.

I know I’'m going to fail.

My overriding problem is that I'm fe0 intellectual: [ ap,
constantly thinking about things, like: was God married? and: i
Hell is other people, is Heaven empty?

These thoughts overload my brain, causing me to forge
Jfacts. Such as: the average rainfall in the average Equatorig|
Forest and other boring stuff.

Wednesday May 11th

Grandma has given me some brain pills as a revision aid.
They are concocted from a disgusting part of a bull. She
said, ‘Your dead Grandad swore by them.’ I swallowed two this
morning but by the afternoon I still couldn’t remember the
capital of British Honduras.
I swore by them as well.

Thursday May 12th

I thought my parents had given up the idea of moving house,
but no! My mother struck terror into my heart and bowels at
breakfast time by announcing that after the exams, we are going
to sell our house and move to a desolate area of Wales! She
said, ‘I want to give us a chance of surviving a nuclear attack.’
" I have written to the Council asking to be put on the waiting
1st.

I requested a two-bedroom flat facing south, with balcony
and a working lift.
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jday May 13th

¢ mother and father are having to negotiate a new Marriage
ontract. I’'m not surprised; my father hates Wales. He even
mplains when it is shown on television.

My mother has borrowed ominous books from the library:
he Treatment of Radiation Burns; Bee-Keeping, an Introduction;
d Living without Men — A Practical Guide.

turday May 14th
a.m. A bloke in a blue-and-white pin-striped suit, blue shirt,
1e tie, blue rosette, has just knocked at the door. Thrust his
nd out, said, ‘Julian Pryce-Pinfold: your Conservative
ndidate, ‘I trust I have your vote!’
[ was quite pleased to be taken for eighteen. But I said, ‘No,
u are planning to exterminate the working class!’
Pryce-Pinfold laughed like a horse and said, ‘I say, don’t go
er the top old chap, we’re just trying to trim em down a bit!’
e left his poster so I drew devil’s horns on his head and
e ‘666’ on his forehead, and put it up in the lounge

nday May 15th

bloke in a grey suit, white shirt, and red tie, has just disturbed
y Biology revision by knocking on the door and announcing
at he is the Labour Candidate. He said, ‘I'm Dave Blakely
d I'm going to get Britain back to work!’

My father asked him if there were any jobs going in the
bour Party headquarters. (A sign of his desperation.)
Dave Blakely said that he had never been to the
adquarters so he didn’t know.

He said, ‘I disagree with official Labour policy.’

My mother harangued him about nuclear disarmament and
ticized the Labour Party’s record on housing, education and
ide union co-operation.

Dave Blakely said, ‘I suppose you're a Tory are you madam?’
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y mother snapped: ‘Certainly not, I have voted Labour g
my life!’

Monday May 16th

A blonde man in a blazer, with a regimental badge stood
outside the school gates handing out election leaflets thjg
afternoon. I read mine on the way home. The man is calleq
Duncan McIntosh and his party is called ‘The Send ’Em Back
Where They Come From Party.’ Its policy is the compulsory
repatriation of: black people, brown people, yellow people.
tinged people, Jewish, Irish, Welsh, Scottish, Celtic and ali
those who have Norman blood.

In fact only those who can prove to be pure-bred flaxen-
haired Saxons are to be allowed to live in this country.

My mother has worked out that if he came to power the
population of Great Britain would be reduced to one.

Tuesday May 17th

Barry Kent has threatened Duncan Mclntosh with grievous
bodily harm unless he keeps away from our school.

He has joined ‘Rock against Racism’ (Barry Kent not
Duncan McIntosh).

Wednesday May 18th

The SDP .candidate (green suit, orange shirt, neutral tie,
nervous smile) has just left our house on the verge of tears, after
my mother refused to let her kiss Rosie.

Thursday May 19th

I was shown a blurred picture of a broken-down cottage this
morning, and asked if I would like to live there.

I replied in the negative.

My mother said, ‘It sounds perfect. It’s two miles from the
nearest shop and fifty-five miles from the nearest American Air
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ase! Wouldn’t you like to get up in the morning and feed the
hickens, Adrian?’

I replied, ‘I hate chickens. Their nasty beaks and cruel eyes
psolutely repel me.’

riday May 20th

cruton has retired on the grounds of ill health (gone barmy)
d Podgy Pickles has got his name screwed on to the
eadmaster’s door.

1 have never been taught by Podgy, but by all accounts he is a
ce bloke who talks about his family, and informs his class
then he is thinking of buying a new car.

He took assembly this morning. He had dried egg yolk
nning down the length of his tie. I know because I was
anding next to him. He had called me up to the stage to
dress the school on “Why I think school uniform should be
bolished!” I spoke from the heart, citing my parents’ poverty,
nd bringing tears to the eyes of Ms Fossington-Gore-
ambert.

aturday May 215t

Iy father ordered three politicians out of the front garden this
orning. He said, ‘My son is upstairs studying for a better
iture, and your constant clamouring for attention is
istracting him!’

Actually I was measuring my thing at the time, but their noise
as distracting. I kept losing my place on the tape-measure.

- day May 22nd

psie started crawling at 5p.m.
My parents gave her a standing ovation.

londay May 23rd

ly English essay ‘Despair’ was read out to the class.
Everyone looked dead miserable at the end. Itis a story about
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a har'nster with an incurable disease. I asked Mr Lamberi.
g(])as(s:mgton-Gore if it was of sufficient quality to send to the
He laughed and said, ‘Only the Natural History Unit 4,
Bristol.’
I have taken his advice and sent it.

Tuesday May 24th

I have hung a notice on my door. It says: ‘ATTENTION! NO
ONE ALLOWED PAST THIS POINT?

I am sick of having my privacy invaded.

Wednesday May 25th

No one came into my room to wake me up. So I was late for
school and when I got home my dirty washing was still on the
floor and my curtains were drawn.

Thursday May 26th

My racing bike has been stolen from out of the back garden.
T.he prime suspects are the dustmen. They have never
forgiven us for having maggots in our dustbin last summer.

Friday May 27th

Followed the dustbin men up our road and tried to overhear
any suspicious conversation, but they were only talking about
Len Fairclough.

One of them warned me to keep away from the mangling
machinery at the back. Was this a hint of the violence to come,
if I voice my suspicions to the police?

Saturday May 28th

Nigel brought my bike back today.
He intended to run away on it to avoid his ‘O’ levels, but
decided not to after his father bought him a set of video cassette
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udy aids. We are the only family in our street who haven’t got
video, so there’s no point in asking my parents for similar
chnological help. I will just have to rely on my brain.

unday May 29th

ayed in bed all day revising.

Bert Baxter phoned three times but each time I told my
rents to tell him that I was out of town.

The third time he rang, my mother said, ‘Was it anything
aportant, Bert?” Bert said, ‘Not really, I just wanted to tell him
at I think I’'m ninety today.’

Felt such a rat fink that I pretended to return from out of
wn. | went to see him and gave him ninety gentle bumps
Ithough I'm sure he’s due at least one more).

It seemed to do him good.

fonday May 3oth

rote some lyrics for Danny Thomson’s reggae band.

Hear what he saying by A. Mole

Sisters and Brothers listen to Jah,

Hear his words from near and far,

Haile Selassie he sit on the throne.

Hear what he saying, Hear what he saying. (Repeated 10
times.)

jAH! JAH! JAH!

Rise up and follow Selassie, the king.

A new tomorrow to you he will bring. (Repeat.)
E-thi-o-pi-a,

He’ll bring new hope to ya.

Hear what he saying. Hear what he saying. (Repeated 20
times.)

gave it to Danny Thomson in Geography.

‘He read it, and said, ‘Not bad, for a honky!”

‘What a cheek, he’s twice as white as I am!
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Pandora’s mother has decided that the dynamics in oy
family are beyond her. She has recommended that we go to see
a family therapist.

Tuesday May 315t

Got a letter from Johnny Tydeman.

I can’t remember any of the references it contains. Did |
really write a poem called ‘Autumn Renewal’?

I must have written it while the balance of my mind was
disturbed in April.
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mother would miss you very much, so it is best that you
remain alive.

Perhaps under the influence of something or other,
your grammar seems to have gone to pot, eg: ‘I have
wrote some.’ But your poem ‘Autumn Renewal’ certainly
has its moments. I like the pun about chaps. A bit rude
though. ‘Dandeline’ (sic — not ‘sick’) is actually spelt
‘dandelion’ so you can’t make it rhyme with ‘decline’ nor
‘Vaseline’ — try as you will.

Do not worry about our files. They will be shredded
before the KGB can get to them. Your secrets are safe in

British Broadcasting Corporation
3oth May
Dear Adrian Mole,
I do not think I will call you ‘Aidy’ and I think that it is a
little premature in our correspondence for you to call me
‘Johnny’. In fact I am never known as ‘Johnny’, only as
‘John.” I do not wish to sound like a stufty old grown-up,
but when you are writing to people officially it is polite for
one of your years to address them formally — though I do
not mind, at this stage in our correspondence, your
addressing me as ‘Dear John Tydeman.” But Johnny’,
no! I do have several nicknames by which my friends
know me but I am not going to reveal them to you. They
relate largely to my surname rather than my Christian
name.

Your last letter was altogether rather peculiar. Had
you been at your parents’ cocktail cabinet by any chance?
Or had you drained the dregs of the previous night’s
vino? I do hope you had not tried glue-sniffing again. At
least I am very pleased to hear that you have decided not

to kill yourself this year. It would be a shocking waste. A

poet can only die young when he has written a number of
successful poems — vide: Keats, Shelley, Chatterton and
Co. Most poets write drivel in their old age — vide:
Wordsworth and quite a lot of Tennyson. I am sure your

Ware and Caversham.
With my best wishes and continued good luck with
your writing efforts.
Yours,
John Tydeman

Vednesday June 1st

‘his will be my last entry; until the exams are over.
Courtney Elliot is coming round to give me last-minute
oaching; must stop, his taxi has just drawn up outside.

Ay parents went to see a family therapist last night. During
eir absence Pandora and I indulged in extremely heavy
etting; so heavy that I felt a weight fall from me.

If I don’t pass my exams it won’t matter.

1 have known what it is to have the love of a good woman.
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